long last Simon had
lit his slightly soggy cigarette. He was making his
preparations in silence. His lips moved as though
they were rehearsing the words they would have to
speak* His gross face, in which everything was too
thick, too broad, too red, was a wall through which
not the tiniest trace of feeling could penetrate. He
was as much shut away from himself as from others.

There he sat. Francois felt overwhelmed by these
preparations for a scene which each of those involved
would tear to pieces like ravenous animals.

If they are to live they must have death. They are
all cornered by existence, each trying to force death
upon the others, to kill, without respite, the angelic
countenance in which they, none of them, any longer
believe. What matters to them is that they shall, all
of them, die, that they shall never cease dying, and
that dead, they shall die over again.

But no blood flows. It did that long ago. Simon will
get as close as possible to the death-agony of each
member of his family, will instigate it, give it a name*
I often used to want to be in the position, where my
father was concerned, of making the choice. His face
led me so easily to the very brink of death, driving
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